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thought that in a republic, such as France was at that time,
they would not incarcerate anybody without telling him the
reason therefor at once; but I waited in vain. Evening came
and the turnkey informed me that I might have a supper, con-
sisting of various dishes which he enumerated, if I were able
and willing to pay for it; otherwise I would have to be content
with the ordinary prison fare, which he described to me in a
manner not at all alluring. I ordered a modest meal, and in
eating it I thought with melancholy longing of my good
Citoyens in the Rue Saint-Germain TAuxerois.

Late in the evening, when I had already gone to bed,
another prisoner was brought to my cell. In the dim light of
the turnkey's lantern I saw in the newcomer a man still young,
in shabby clothes, with a smooth-shaven face and dark, restless
eyes. He at once began a conversation with me and informed
me that he had been accused of theft, and upon that accusation
had been arrested. The charge, however, was entirely un-
founded, but as he had been arrested before on similar sus-
picions, the authorities would not accept his assurances of
innocence. I thus had a common thief as my companion and
roommate. He seemed to see in me a fellow-laborer in the
vineyard, for he asked me in a rather confidential tone what
accident I had been caught in. My short and entirely truthful
response did not appear to satisfy him; he may have even re-
garded it as unfriendly, for he did not say another word, but
lay down upon his bed and was soon in a profound sleep.

During the still night I thought over my situation. Had
I really done anything in Paris that might have been consid-
ered punishable? I examined all the corners of my memory
and found nothing. Of course the reason for my arrest could
only be a political one, but however my opinions and senti-
ments might displease the government of President Napoleon,
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